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holidays. He put up a show of resistance, but hoped that it
would be overcome. At the end of August, since Joseph con-
tinued to enjoy an unhoped-for respite, he let himself be per-
suaded. He made use of his impending departure as an excuse
for encouraging the dying boy. "D'you think I should be going
away if there was really any danger?" But just as he was closing
the door, the look of the lie fading from his face, he noticed in
the glass of the wardrobe two eyes fixed upon him with lucid
awareness, two agonised and dilated eyes that could read only
too well the message of a face from which the mask had fallen.
At that moment, though he had never been particularly fond of
his brother, he recalled the games they had played together, and
was assailed b%4 a swarm of all the shared memories of their
common childhood, of the pill-box in which they had kept their
collection of pebbles, of the pine-coue they had buried and dug
up again when the next holidays came round. He wept because
never again would he see this witness of his earliest years, this
boy-priest with a heart devoured by love, who was more chaste
than a young girl; this child who had been starved of all affection
but had never uttered a word of complaint except to God.
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yOSEPH D^ZAYMERIES died in the odour of sanctity on

I a day of early December. As soon as the funeral was over

1 Fabien decided that he would stay with his mother until

after the New Year holidays. Madame Dezaymeries allowed

nothing, during those winter evenings, to distract her attention

from the pale face of her surviving son. She noticed how, as

Advent progressed, and already the appearance of Christmas

trees and cradles kept the children's faces glued to the sweet-shop

windows, he seemed to grow more tense and worried. She sat